CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN   99
sestheticisins ... a vain dream, and if realised it would result in an impossible world. A wife a*xd children are the basis of existence, and it is felly to cry out because an appeal to such interests 2*0 these meet with response ... it will be so till the end of time.
i
And these great interests that are to continue to the end of time began two years ago, when your pictures were not praised in the Figaro as much as you thought they should be.
Marriage—what an abomination 1 Love—yes, but not marriage. Love cannot exist in marriage, because love is an, ideal; that is to say, something not quite understood—transparencies, colour, light, a sense of the unreal. But a wife—you know all about her— who her father was, who her mother was, what she thinks of you and her opinion of the neighbours over the way. Whore, then, is the dream, the au dela? There is none. I say in marriage an au dela is impossible. . . * the endless duet of the marble and the water, the enervation of burning odours, the bap-tismal whiteness of women, light, ideal tissues, eyes strangely dark with kohl, names that evoke palm trees and ruins, Spanish moonlight or maybe Persep-
olie.   The monosyllable which epitomises th© emmi                                    jjjj
and the prose of our lives is heard not, thought not there—only the uightmgale-haxmony of an eternal
J    !
